Following a blackout, lights reveal a surreal tribunal, with Petruchio as judge. Baptista ushers in Kate, wearing a shapeless institutional garment: "her face is white; her hair drawn back, her eyes wide and blank" (178). She delivers her obedience speech hesitantly-Petruchio must prompt her to say "obey"-as if another speaks for her. At "My mind hath been as big as one of yours, / My heart as great, my reason haply more," the young couple from the present-day plot, dressed in formal wedding attire, enter; as Kate concludes ("My hand is ready, may it do him ease"), they frame her figure, "incline their heads to one another and smile out to invisible photographers for a wedding picture" before the final blackout (180).
By juxtaposing an image of the "hoked-up, endlessly-spoofed Magic Ritual of marriage" to or, Play(K)ating the Strictures of Everyday Life Shrew's uncovered pornographic plot (19), Marowitz's collage views both gender and class as categories occupied by powerless victims and proposes connections between sadism and male dominance, which, in the sixteenth century as in the twentieth, masquerades as an acceptable social practice, legitimated by ancient ceremony. Intended as a "head-on confrontation with the intellectual substructure of the play" and a challenge to its classical status (24), Marowitz's Shrew alters the generic reading rules institutionalized in "romantic comedy" or "knockabout farce," turning the play into a parallel text for Michel Foucault's Discipline and Punish that threatens to take "Shakespeare" out of "Shakespeare as culture." At best, by stripping away Shakespeare's mantle, Marowitz unsettles the value systems authorized by "high art" and so interrupts dominant interpretations (cf. Holderness 94); at worst, by emphasizing brainwashing and concentrationcamp brutality he deprives sexual relations of any humanity or intersubjectivity and thus questions, if not erases, their association with pleasure.
Why Can't a Woman's Body Read More like a Man's?
Just as "woman," in her mixed functions of activity and passivity, most interests the genre of heterosexual pornography, so does this oscillation between dominance and submission interest the Elizabethan comedy of remarriage called Shrew. In its Elizabethan guise, played out on a stage that "takes boys for women" (Orgel 7), the play can be imagined as particularly multivalent: "pleasing stuff," says Sly, that "let[s] the world slip" (Ind. 2.134, 138). The Induction not only authorizes such slippage within class as well as gender (at the Lord's will, as a joke on Sly) but teaches that there is no such thing as a discrete sexed or classed identity. Such identifications, Shrew's frame insists, are themselves constructed in fluid relation to fictional "others" (Williams 279; see also Freedman). In the taming plot, gender codes move with equal ease across the boy actor's androgynous presence and the adult player's male body. On at least three occasions, the space of "woman-shrew" is doubly occupied, doubly gendered: when Petruchio outdresses Kate at her wedding and turns ceremony to carnival (3.2) and when he assumes a shrewish guise, first, on the journey to his house ("By this reckoning he is more shrew than she," remarks Curtis [4.1.63]), and, later, with his servants and with the haberdasher and tailor (4.1; 4.3). Yet however bizarre his behavior, Petruchio, like the boy actor who plays Kate's role, can move between masculine and feminine positions because his own subjectivity is never at risk. On the one hand, such cross-coding disperses "shrewness" and the attendant social anxieties onto the male body; on the other, it hollows out the category "woman" and suggests that no unified model of female subjectivity exists, while contradictorily affirming shrewness as the ground of feminine representation. For by the play's "law," shrewness must be seen and spoken as feminine: only when Kate slips out from under the sign of the shrew and moves toward that of the phallus can "she" be admired as a spectacle ("a wonder," according to Lucentio [5.2.189]) and given a serious hearing.
I want to pause at this spectacle because, like the Induction, it calls particular attention to the boy actor. Here, claiming to be female is equivalent to claiming from the female. Part homily, part marriage rite, part confession, this curiously acrobatic speech, authored by a man for a boy to speak in order to sustain the illusion of femininity, recuperates male subjectivity by mapping the prerogatives of "good husbandry" onto the body of a newly obedient wife. Since this is not soliloquy, the boy actor playing Kate is already set off, "her" difference (and that of the other "wives") clearly distinguished by the presence of adult male actors (see Helms 198) . Why, then, does the speech insistently rehearse women's attributes and include such special pleading-"bodies soft, and weak, and smooth"; "soft conditions and our hearts" (5.2.165, 167)-on behalf of the female body's "truth"? Such excess betrays an intense anxiety to mark the speaker's body as feminine, and to do so, it pulls out all the culture's-and the theater's-available capital. Toward the end of the speech, however, the illusion of femininity teeters on its head, threatening to tip "woman" into the androgynous identity of the boy actor: But now I see our lances are but straws, Our strength as weak, our weakness past compare, That seeming to be most which we indeed least are.
(5.2.173-75) Throughout, extraordinary syntactic clarity and balance characterize Kate's speech. Why, now, introduce a couplet requiring considerable sensemaking effort? "That seeming" elides the "we" one assumes to be its subject; subject and object risk conflation; "most" transforms to "least"; comparisons fail altogether. Is it just accident that "least are," together with other lines mentioning women's negative attributes, falls outside the iambic-pentameter beat and so would be called, in the Elizabethan age and (until fairly recently) in our own, "feminine rhymes"? Spoken by the boy actor, these lines say that he is indeed the thing he is not, and they say it twice. He is the thing without a working phallus as well as the thing with nothing-that is, a woman. The difficulty of taming these phrases analogizes the difficulty central to both play and culture: the improbability of constructing a female subject (even a Queen?) except across a male identification and as a realization of male desire. Framing the shrew-taming spectacle as a "kind of history" staged, at the Lord's direction, for Christopher Sly's benefit (Ind. 2.136), the play seems specifically directed toward a male subject's "visual pleasure."3 Although it also conceptualizes, in Kate (and the wives she addresses), a female spectator, Kate is curiously silent and watchful, only occasionally protesting her assigned place in its victimizing economy. But, whether for the figure of "woman" that Shrew constructs or for the real women who attended the theater (Gurr 57-58; Howard 440), pleasure remains a somewhat muted term. Pleasure, Shrew teaches, is not owned by "woman" but is arrived at secondhand: it depends on relative differentiations, not on absolute difference. Whether male or female, Shrew's spectators remain conscious not just of power's unavoidable role in sex, gender, and representation but also of how oscillating gender identities may, on occasion, unfix that power and jostle it loose.
Spending Elizabethan Cultural Capital
It is one thing to reconstruct past acts of comprehension with imaginary bodies and theorized spectators; it is quite another when Shrew is played out by and on the bodies of real women and observed by historically situated spectators of either gender.4 The difference lies in what Paul Smith calls "discerning" the patriarchal symbol of"woman" from the historical sociocultural experience of women. For twentieth-century representation, the ambivalent syntax that threatens to expose the gender-bent conventions of the Elizabethan stage marks a possible point of subversion. Like the shrew herself, the contention that we seem "to be most [strong,] which we indeed least are" could turn to accommodate its opposite: we seem "to be most [weak,] which we indeed least are." However tempting, such momentary resistance seems only thinkable, not playable-an attempt to own property in a speech that, although it purports to negotiate an identity for "woman," finally finds that identity nonnegotiable, fixed rather than fluid. Indeed, Kate's speech resembles Stanley Fish's "self-consuming artifact." While in the Elizabethan theater it appears to be an instance of speaking herself in his body, present-day representation reverses those terms. The address to froward wives reads like recipe discourse for a patriarchal dish to be swallowed whole, like a TV dinner; once Kate ventriloquizes the voice of Shakespeare's culture and lets it colonize her body, she never speaks again. Looking for a Kate other than this apparently conformable one is like scanning the "before" and "after" images in ads for weight-loss programs. Both are inescapably there: a viewer searches for the one in the other, wonders (like Lucentio) whether they do represent the same person, and attempts to merge the two images into a single, recognizably discrete entity.
Observing By crystallizing images of dominance and submission in marriage, Shrew's logic teaches that a shrew-wife has neither use-nor exchange-value and traces an especially canny broker's success in rolling over his initial investment. To find pleasure in this ending, a woman spectator must discover that Shrew inextricably weaves voyeurism, fantasy, and consumerism together to produce a dazzling constellation of viewing positions. If she takes the direct route that the play offers male spectators (through Sly), desiring herself as a fetish, she acknowledges not only the masculinity that conceptualizes her access to activity and agency but the twists and turns in a woman's often circuitous route to pleasure (Rose 183). Shrew can also entice a woman spectator to regress imaginatively, responding as many do to Gone with the Wind or as a particular reading community does to Harlequin romances (see Radway). By either gliding over the signs of the father in Kate's speech (accepting them as "natural") or assuming that Kate is merely performing and does not believe what she says, readers can produce a scene similar to the happy rape, the fully authorized scene for female sexuality-authorized precisely because it is mastered and controlled. In such scenarios, Kate does not so much defeat the power of the phallus as take over its power in drag to play the "good girl" and so get the "bad girl's" pleasure;5 moreover, since she achieves pleasure as if against her will, she remains a good girl. Theoretically, Shrew's aesthetic sadomasochism turns into a more acceptable social masochism through which one may negotiate pleasure from a position of relative powerlessness. In one way or another, each of these options is a self-consuming fantasy: as Lynne Joyrich observes of all present-day representation, perhaps the consumer's viewing role is the only one that remains stable (Spectatrix 193).
But the trouble is not that, by taking such pleasures in Shrew's ending, one disavows critique and becomes the culture's dupe rather than its analyst. Instead, the danger is that such ethnographies of reading buy Shrew for a shared feminine mystique through which women may even further mystify their cultural positioning (or fate) as a trap, however tender. Thus women neutralize, in pleasant dreams or in nightmare fantasies that lie beyond the play's representational limits, whatever legitimate grievances they perceive, not only in Shrew's Elizabethan patriarchy but in late-twentieth-century conditions of lived twoness. In 1594, when Shrew was first entered in the Stationers' Register, it was called "a pleasant Conceyted historie," and its long performance history, through many alternative guises, suggests that it gives good conceits as well as good pleasure. It can also claim, like Othello, to have given the state some service. In the twentieth century as in the sixteenth, the public spectacle of a woman behaving properly stamps her with the culture's prerogatives, and being looked at, whether by male or female spectators, reconfirms her meaning. How Shrew's cultural capital has been reproduced, repackaged, and spent as a twentieth-century commodity is my concern in the rest of this essay. Because the models of "looking" the play presupposes-voyeurism, fantasy, and consumerism-are all metaphors for film and television viewing, and because the viewing regimes of these media resonate with social and psychic codes of sexual difference, it is appropriate to consider how modern representations remarket and sanction Shrew's social contract.6 After all, however carefully academic gender studies may construct or deconstruct images of women, in this more public territory Shrew continues to enfold "woman," as well as "women," within representation to make and remake new patriarchies and new cultural myths with which to negotiate her use. spearean actor) took advantage of her. According to Pickford's autobiography (and to her sympathetic biographers), Fairbanks tamed the "shrew" in real life as well as dominated her before the cameras: he not only played jokes, delayed shooting schedules, and failed to learn his lines, wildly increasing production costs, but relegated his costarring wife (also his coproducer and cofinancer) to a lower place in the production hierarchy. Writes Pickford, "The making of that film was my finish. My confidence was completely shattered, and I was never again at ease before the camera or microphone" (312). Yet the film opens up contradictions in this confessional portrait of a woman at the mercy of both her husband and the camera apparatus. When the performer known for her golden curls and for a whole bag of coy "Pickford tricks" first confronts Fairbanks's Robin Hood-Black Pirate Petruchio, a frieze depicting Herod's slaughter of the innocents frames her figure, perfectly troping her image as a grown woman pretending to be a little girl as well as her self-characterized victimization. But her costume-a black skirted riding habit, boots, and a sweepingly feathered picture hatdraws on an equally familiar published identity, that of the androgynous tomboy (Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm [1917] ), according her the power associated with male masquerade; she, not Petruchio, cracks a mean whip.8
Double
However much the image of Fairbanks-clad in rags, a jackboot on his head, slouching against a column, and crunching an apple during the wedding-codes Petruchio's bravado, glossing his shrewish display with his already commodified identity, the film also mocks the alien, romantic manliness associated with his previous roles.9 After escorting Kate to her bridal chamber, Fairbanks's Petruchio returns to the dining table and attacks the food and drink he had previously rejected. Meanwhile, following a dissolve that transforms Pickford's dirtily dressed Kate into a bride wearing a virginal peignoir, she appears on a balcony overlooking the great hall, where she sees Petruchio sharing his taming strategy with a dog that has replaced her at the table; smiling mysteriously, she disappears before Petruchio asks, "Dost thou know better how to tame a shrew?" and the dog barks in reply. Later, on finding Kate asleep, Petruchio slams the bedroom door, scatters the bedclothes, and bellows at Kate, who applauds his performance; then, after each opens a window, the couple argue over whether they're looking at the moon or the sun and quarrel over who gets the best bed pillow. If this Noel Coward-like bridal night offers audiences a voyeuristic glimpse of"the most popular couple the world has ever known" (Herndon), its finale also restages the gender codes of Shakespeare's Shrew: after bashing Petruchio's head with a stool, Kate coos, "O Petruchio, beloved"; pats his face to revive him; and, cradling him in her arms, throws her whip into the fire and murmurs a soothing "There, there" as he lays his head on her bosom. Gazing up at her with a puzzled look, Petruchio asks, "The sun is shining bright?" and, reassuringly, Pickford's motherly Kate replies, "Aye, the blessed sun."
In the final wedding-banquet sequence, Petruchio, his head bound with a raffish bandage and looking immensely self-satisfied, sits with one leg hooked over his chair while Kate, standing beside him, swears to love, honor, and obey. As she finishes her vow, a cut to mid-close-up isolates her broad wink, which Bianca, in an ensuing midshot, acknowledges. Just as Petruchio is a son playacting the role of husband, Kate is a mother who plays a wife. By turning men into braggart boys with knowing mothers, Taylor Taylor's body-itself a site (or text) of sexual spectacle and spectatorly desire-lends particular resonance to this Shrew's hyperactive narrative. As "the most expensive, most beautiful, most married and divorced being in the world," Taylor both stands for the type "star" and calls into question the ontological distinctions separating stars from "ordinary people." Her star category not only ignores how her offscreen experience models the late-twentieth-century crisis within heterosexual monogamy but fails to account for either her "commonness" or her frequent successes in "bitch" roles. Nevertheless, the star system, and Taylor (Sheppard 309-10) . Three years later, Shrew's ending seemed specifically Taylor-ed to address those slurs and to prove her moral worth. When Taylor's Kate reappears at Petruchio's command, tugging Bianca, the Widow, and a train of (presumably) marginal wives, her spectacle of obedience becomes a serious pledge of wifely duty, complete with a cutin mid-shot of a weeping peasant woman. As Kate kneels before Petruchio, joyful applause breaks out; after Petruchio raises her, the film cuts to a close-up kiss and then to a full shot of the entire assembly, smiling and applauding this conventional romanticcomedy ending. In closeup, Petruchio addresses his final lines to the less fortunate husbands and to the camera, but when he turns, expecting Kate to be at his side, she has disappeared, and he is trapped in a crowd of other wives. Kate-Taylor's desire for Petruchio-Burton, and for children, has apparently transferred to all women; and Burton's newly eroticized body must fight through this unruly mob to make his exit, much as Burton and Taylor were plagued by intrusive Roman paparazzi wherever they went. Finally, Grumio holds up his hands, as though to say "that's all" and to stop the camera as well as the women from invading an imaginary offscreen bedroom. But it is not all, for outtakes from the hectically paced wooing scene provide a coda that not only restores farcical gaiety but shows what the filmed sequence does not: a pair ofjolly, thriving wooers, a model star marriage that appropriates Shakespeare to authenticate a beautiful woman's transgressive body as that of a faithful wife and to confirm the jet-setting couple's Italian, if not international, respectability. "All is [indeed] done in reverend care of her" (4.1.175): within this Shrew's doubled carnivalesque, that ideology prevails precisely because it awards pleasure to both textual and spectatorly subjects. a man, you're gonna love the sixteenth century," he tells viewers, just before he breaks down Katherina's door with an ax, pokes his head through the opening, a la Jack Nicholson in Stanley Kubrick's Shining, and announces with a leer, "Here's Petruchio!" At the wedding ceremony, where a bound and gagged Katherina kneels at the altar, Petruchio rides into church (here, the horse also wears sunglasses), comments, "How well doth she look in bondage," and puts on a spectacular show. Backed up by a rock combo, he sings, "I've got the fever, you've got the cure," complete with a Mick Jagger strut and harmonica solo, before throwing Kate over his shoulder and storming out. Refusing to sleep with him, Kate claims, "I havest a headache"; later, however, after a male voice-over narrates her change from house afire to housewife, she promises, if he "respects her and holds her in high esteem as a wife and partner," to share his bed. Following the conventional PG-13 pan over rumpled sheets and intertwined legs, the pair confess their love. "In spite of your boorishness and bluster," says Kate, "you're a good man, Petruchio"; and he returns the compliment: "In spite of your shrillness and shrewishness, you're a rather remarkable woman."
As in Shakespeare's Shrew, Moonlighting's finale, entitled "The Big Finish," documents a crisis in subjectivity, but exactly whose subjectivity is at stake is not altogether clear. Interrupting Petruchio's prenuptial counseling of Lucentio, Baptista mentions hearing a rumor that Kate just pretends to be tamed and claims, "Marriage is fifty-fifty." Looking worried, Petruchio summons Kate, and when she comes, he preaches to her before the assembled company, "Thy husband is thy Lord, thy life, thy keeper," and asks her, by way of a test, to agree that the moon is shining bright. Following an intercut exchange of pregnant looks, Kate crosses past him, gazes at the sky, and says, "You are mistaken, husband; it is the sun that shines so bright." "The sun, you say?" replies Petruchio. "Then I have but one choice-to look again." After admitting, "I was wrong, and I have learned it from a woman," he renounces his "deal" with Baptista and claims as his only reward "thy company, as long as we both shall live. For Kate didn't need to be tamedjust to be loved" (for similar moves, see Thompson's comments in Shakespeare 20; Levine 15). At this, Kate responds, "Kiss me, Petruchio," and pulls him into a 1940s dip as the camera booms up to a high-angle shot of Padua's newly franchised marital community.
Initially, this ending seems willingly responsive to, even productive of, currents of social change. Renegotiating the gendered exchange of visual pleasure in Shakespeare's Shrew, it takes Kate and Petruchio's privately agreed-on bedroom contract into public space and so redefines that space, apparently in other than performative terms. By giving up his "deal," Petruchio rejects owning Kate as property, thus according with Joan Kelly's utopian move toward reconstructing gender relations as personal relations among freely associating individuals (15). But a number of contradictions play through this seductive discourse. Intriguingly, while Moonlighting's finale returns the patriarchal text to its foundational male body, acknowledging that source also returns to Petruchio the power to name obedience, secure his dominance, and turn Kate into a smiling spectator, whose downcast eyes show her submission to his will or, perhaps more accurately, to Will Shakespeare's masquerading in Willis. Although projecting Kate's voice into Petruchio's body means rewriting the marriage vows to her tune, the newly gendered lyric buys into another myth of male subjectivity: that a woman's love is all a man needs and vice versa. More troublingly, these regendered relations between body and voice position Kate where, in Josette Feral's words, "she says Nothing because she has Nothing to say and because there is Nothing to say about whatever she may say, since it means Nothing" (551-52). If, as Joel Fineman writes, Shakespeare's Shrew portrays "woman" as porous, capable of admitting male discourse and speaking it as her own (138-59), then what is Shepherd's "Kiss me, Petruchio," with its accompanying sweeping gesture, but a readmission of that? And though Moonlighting also veers toward suggesting that only Kate can make Petruchio a man (Kahn 117-18) or, in this case, a "liberated" man, a male narrator has the last words. Retitling the play "Petruchio and Kate," his voice-over reaffirms the primacy of the gendered male subject, erases the contradictions the videotext has produced, and brings voice and image together to mute woman's "unruly member" (see Boose, "Scolding Bridles").
Nevertheless, Moonlighting's gestures toward sociosexual equality do clear a space, even though that space cannot be fully occupied without remystifying the terms of the social contract on a woman's body. While this Shrew sends up Marowitz's pornographic morphology, it also exploits and eroticizes another border realm where gender roles remain questionable or unstable. Moonlighting's frame, however, reinvents the trope of dominant-submissive gender relations at Shrew's center and repositions the plot's arbitrary gender politics. That frame begins with a ten-year-old boy's desire to watch "that show about men and women," at which his mother warns, "Watching TV won't help you on the Shakespeare test; you've got a lot of reading to do." Just as Shakespeare's Shrew pretends to address Christopher Sly, Moonlighting's Shrew sells itself as the boy's imagined version of "Atomic Shakespeare" (by William "Budd" Shakespeare). Yet it has no explosive effect on the boy; rather, since it substitutes for a "real" (even more desirable?) Moonlighting episode, it demonstrates his competency in reading, not Shakespeare 
